
The T rage die of 

Torkc t Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 mayft thouthriuc if thou graunt any grace. 

Dutc, Plcadcs hein eamett ? lookevpon his face: 

His eyes do drop no tcares, his prayers are in left, 

His words do come from his mouth, ours from our bread: 
He prayes but faintly, and would bedenide. 

We pray with heart and foule, and all beftdet 
His weary ioyntswould gladly rife I know. 

Our knees ftill kneele till to the ground they grow : 

His prayers are full of falle hypocryfie. 

Ours of true zeale and deepe integri tie : 

Our prayers doe out- pray his, then let them hauc 
That mercy which true prayer oughtto haue. 

King. Good Aunt ftandvp. 

Dutc, N ay , doc not fay, ftandvp} 

Say pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp> 

And if I were thy nurfethy tongue to teach. 

Pardon lliould be the fi rft word ot thy i peacn: 

I neuer longd to hcare a word till now, 

Say pardon King, let pittic teach the hov : 

The word is fhort, but not fo (hort as fwectej 
No word like Pardon for Kings mouthes io rnecte. 
Yorkc. Spc'ake it in French, King-fay, Daraonnemoj, 
Z)«t<r.Doft thou teach pardon? pardon to del troy: 
Ah my fowr-e Husband, my hard hearted Lorui 
That lets the word it felfe agamft the word} * 

Speakc pardon as tis currant in our Land, 
ThechoppingFfenehwcdo not vndcrftand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeakc, fet thy tongue t lere, 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayersdoc pieicc, 
Pittic may mooue thee pardon to rehcarie. 

XivsrH. Good Aunt ftandvp, 

Dutch, Idoenotfueto ftand*, 

Pardon is all the ftitc l haue in hand. 



Rickard the Second. 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeakc itagaine 5 
T wice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain?, 

But makes one Pardon ftrong, 

King, I pardon him with all my heart. 

'Dutch, A God on earth thou art. 

King. Butforourtruftiebrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of thatconlorted crew, 

Deftrudion ftrait fhall dog them at the hceles. 

Good V nckle, helpc to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traitours arc. 

They fliall net liue within this world I fweare. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true. 

Dutc, Come my old lonne, I pray God make thee new. 
Exeunt . Manet Sir Pierce Exton, &c, 

ExtonX>iAH thou not marke the K . what words he Ipake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this iiuinc feare? 
Wasitnotfo? 

Man. T heie were h is very words » 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? hefpakc it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did lie not / 

Man. He did. 

Exton. And fpeaking it, he wiftly lookt on me, 

Aswho ftiould /ay, I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorce this tcrroHr from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, lets go, 

J am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard alone. 

T f I f‘ r I haue been ftudying how to compare 
Phis Prifon where I liue, vnto the world : 

And /or becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere isrnot a creature but my felfe, 
lean not do it; yet He hammer it out: 

My oraine lie prooue the femaleto my foule; 

My foule the father, and the/e two beget 
A generation of ft.ll-breeding thoughts 5 

^ And 


